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it begins I entreat you never to doubt that, locked and buried though it 1891-1894
may be, your place is always sacred and always your own. , . .	Age 39-41
I had a long walk with Rosebery yesterday morning, interesting ; he
told'me of Randolph's criticisms to him of my speech and style of speaking
generally; too contemptuous, lacking in deference, saying hard things too
hardly etc.; in fact very much the faults which you long since pointed out.
Rosebery added his own comments—very friendly, but acute. He is to
speak at the Academy dinner to-night. When do you return 1 God keep
you."
•	.	•	•	•	•	...
" You have been good and sweet beyond words to me to-day, and I
can't go away without telling you what an absolute sovereignty you
hold over my thoughts, my heart and my life. I won't weary you with
protestations; it is enough to say—which I do with the deepest sincerity
of unavailing conviction—that I can conceive of no future of which you
are not the centre, and which is not given, without a shadow of doubt or
a shiver of fear, to you alone.
I don't want you to think too much of what might be asked of you in
return. I know that there are moments when you picture to yourself
with a shudder a life drained of movement and of colour. I would rather
be blotted out of your thoughts and even your memory than be the means
of shutting you off from the sunlight and the free air which you need,
and in which alone your nature can put forth its incomparable radiance.
Don't think that I mean or could ever consent to this. I will give you
everything that it is in me to give—shelter, devotion, unshakeable
loyalty, tireless trust and homage, and I will take from you nothing but
your love. The way of your life shall be as you determine it, and your
choice shall be my law.
These are not, as you know well, a lover's idle vows.
Don't be sad, and trust me even now to help and lighten, and not to
overshadow, your life.
Write me a line to Englemere."
•	••»•	•	»	^
" Are you quite sure you meant what you said last night ? And if you
did, do you feel at all as though you signed your own death-warrant—
not to be executed for some time to coxae ? Aixd in the sober tuorelenting
daylight would you like to be released and to unsay it all ?
Do you realise what a difference it makes to me ? I ask you these
bald questions in this cold matter-of-fact fashion, not because I don't feel
as strongly as it is possible for anyone to feel, but just because the subject
is so serious, and to slip into a misunderstanding under the glow of pity or
the glamour of self-sacrifice would be so fatal. Do you understand me ?
... Of course as you said it is all conditional and you are perfectly
free, but you won't go about the world trying to find somebody
something more adequate, will you 9 "
»*.*..*.
" My darling, are you angry at my calling you that ? You know you
are and alw^rs have been (even wten I stood farthest aloof) and always

